TRUMPET VOLUNTARY
very same evening and all, if I'd had my way and we'd gone to
Torquay. There was something about that French hotel bedroom
made me want to sit down and cry from the moment we got in.
I was never one to give way, more's the pity, but instead, I got a
bit carping about the funny smell and the way they'd looked at
us in tne hall, and the chambermaid being a man, and not being
able to have so much as a cup of tea so what was the use of Mr.
Thompson keeping on about putting on my hat again and coming
out for a syrup or a grenadier ? Not but that presently I was to
get to like those grenadiers, same as when I got back to England I
missed what I found in the Paris hotel when I poked round instead
of a bathroom—and even got in the plumber, later on in Hornsey,
and asked him if he could build me up the same ? Only it took a
lot of explaining and he was shocked and I laughed at him for an
old stick-in-the-mud.
But on that first evening in Paris, it was me that was the stick-
in-the-mud, and one thing led to another, and I was most to blame,
for how could he know how a bride feels, what with telling us
girls a bit less than half and us trying to guess the other half? And
men the journey on top of it and the cold and wishing I needn't
ever have got married at all. But anyhow it got so that he picked
up his hat and said: "Right! I'm going for a walk and I don't
know when I'll be back,"
"Please yourself, I'm sure," I answered him, just managing not
to cry, "and as for your silly little hip-bath that you're so touchy
about, you can take it away under your arm for all I care. It's a
proper bath I want; one I can get in to!"
It might have been two hours or it might have been three, but
they were the worst I ever had. Sitting there in that room, not
liking to unpack for fear he never came back and what should I
do then, and not feeling a bit married, and there I was alone, not
able to speak a word of their horrid French so I couldn't even ask for
a glass of water though my throat was as dry as anything, what
with the crossing and nothing to drink since, and all that crying
now that it came, you know what that does to your throat, but as
for drinking water from the bedroom tap I'd been warned enough
about that: I might as well have killed myself there and then,
and that's what I felt like doing. Oh, it was downright cruel of
him to go away and leave me in that state for hours and hours
and hours, "Now don't you be a big silly," I kept on saying out
loud, so that I could at least hear someone speaking good English,
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